The End of Avondale
These delegates, converging on Chicago from various parts
of America, had read ParneU's manifesto in Cincinnati
with disapproval. Immediately, with one exception, they
decided that they could not follow Parnell any longer, and
when they went to Chicago they did so with the intention
of announcing this decision to their countrymen there
assembled. But when they arrived in the hall and heard
how fierce were the passions which the split had provoked,
they resolved not to speak of it, lest a fight should follow*
They mounted the platform, and there, facing them in
the front row, was Mrs. Parnell, come, as they realised,
to avenge her son if they should speak against him* She
was nearly eighty years of age, an old woman with a perfectly
oval face, greenish-white in colour, and with eyes that had
flickering fires in them, just as her son's had* They did not
. speak to her, nor did she speak to them, but they knew that
if they said one word, however reasonable it might be, against
their chief, she would turn that mass of passionate men and
women into a heap of flames*
When Mrs* Parnell had been at Avondale for two years,
Emily Dickinson, hostess now for her brother John, as she had
formerly been for her brother Charles, resolved to recapture
some of the ancient glory of her home before the order of
the court was obeyed and the house was sold* She gave
a dinner-party to thirty guests, and placed the old lady at
the head of the table, where she had sat as a bride* The
talk turned on the war, now imminent, with the Transvaal,
and Mrs* Parnell held her guests while she told them what
she thought of England and the English* All the phrases
that had tumbled off her tongue in sixty-four years, for she
was now almost eighty-two, came tumbling off it again* The
English were this, the English were that, the English were
the other! * * * She was, of course, a pro-Boer* She would
have been pro-anything that was anti-English* If one had
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